7 he Hi fury of 

And our indu&ion full of profperous hope 

Hot Lord Mortimer, coofin Glendover will you fit dowq? 
and vncle Worccfter,aplagtie vpon it , I haue forgot the map 

Glen. No,hcrcit is, fit Coofin Percy, fitgoodCoofinHot. 
fpur,for by thatname, as oft as Lancaller doth fpeakd ofj ou 
his chcekelookes pale,andwith a rifing figh t he wifhethyoii 
inheauen. 

Hot . And you inhell,asoftasheheares Owen Glendo?. 
erfpoke o£ 

Glen . I cannot blame him*, at my natiuitie 
The front of heauen was full of firiefhapes ^ , 

Of burning CrelTets , and at my birth 
The frame and £ ou ndation of the earth 
Shaked like, a coward. 

Her. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon,ify 0ur 
mothers cat had but kitte ncd,though your felf e had neuer bin 
borne. 

Glen. I fay the earth did lhake when I was borne. 

Hot. And I fay the earth was not of my mind, 
Ifyoufuppofe,as fearing you, itfhooke. 

Glen.The heauens were all on fire , the earth did tremble. 

Hot. Ohlthenthe earth fhooke to feethehcaucnsonfirc, 
And not in fearc of your natiuitie. 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrang eruptions, of the teeming earth 
Is withakindeofcollicke pinchtandvext. 

By the imprifoni ng of vn ruiy winde 

Within her wombc,which for inlargemcnt ftriuing. 

Shakes the old Beldame earth, and topples do wne 
Steeples and mofgrowne T overs. At your bir th 
Our grundam earth, hauing this diftemperature., 

In paffion fhooke . 

Glen , Coofin,of many men 
I do not bcare thefe crofingtgiue me leaue 
To tell you once againe,that at my birth 
The front of heauen was full offieric lhapes. 

The goates ran from the mountaines,and the heardcs 
Wcreirrangeiy clamorousto the frighted fields, 

Thefe 
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Thefe figneshauemarktme extraordinary. 

And all die courfes ofmy life do fhew, 

I am not in the roll of common men: 

Where is theliuing,clipt in with the fca 

That chides thebanks of England, Scotland, Wales 
Which cals me pupill.or hath read to me. 

And bring him out,that is but vomans fonne. 

Can trace me in the tedious waies of Art, 

And hold me pacein deepe experiments . 

Hot. I thinkc there’s no manfpeakes better Welfh, 

He to dinner, 

Mor. Peace coofenPercy.you will make him mad, 

Glen . I can call fpirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,fo can I,or fo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

<7/e».Why,I can teach youcoofen to command thediucli. 
Hot. And I can teach theccoofe,co fhame the diuell. 

By telling trurh.Tell truth and fhame thediuel. 

If thou haue power to raife him, bring him hither 

And Ilebefvorne,lhauepovcrtofiiarachimhence* 

Oh, while you liuc,tell truth and fhame the diuell, 

M«r. Come,come,no more of this vnprofitablcchat. 

Qlen, Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againft my power ,thricefrom the banks of VVye, 

And Sandy bottomdei’euerne haue I henthim 
Booties home,and weather beaten backc. 

Hot. Homcwithoutbootes,and in fowle weather too* 
How feapes he agues in the diuels name? 

<?4*,Comc,herc is the Map,ihall wediuide ourmht, 
Accordingto our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The Arch-deacon hathdeuidedit 
Into three limits, very equally: 

England from Trent,and Seuerne hitherto, 

By South and £aft,isto my part afli^nde. 

All weft ward, Wales beyond theSeuemefhorc, 

And all the fertile land within that bound. 

To OwenGlendower.-and dearecoofe,toyou' 

The remnant Nor tlnvard, lying off from Trent 

F * 


